Inscape
Volume 8

Number 2

Article 17

1988

Hitting Dick
Laura Hamblin

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/inscape
Part of the Arts and Humanities Commons

Recommended Citation
Hamblin, Laura (1988) "Hitting Dick," Inscape: Vol. 8: No. 2, Article 17.
Available at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/inscape/vol8/iss2/17

This Fiction is brought to you for free and open access by the Journals at BYU ScholarsArchive. It has been
accepted for inclusion in Inscape by an authorized editor of BYU ScholarsArchive. For more information, please
contact ellen_amatangelo@byu.edu.

HITTING
Laura Hamblin

I could say that I run because it makes me feel good,
or that I run to lose weight and to look better. I could even
tell you that when I run I get more oxygen to my brain and
that consequently I am more mentally alert, or that I run
because John doesn't. But when I am completely honest with
myself, I have to admit that I run to stay ahead of time.
This winter I found gray hairs on my head. At first I
simply pulled them out-no big deal (although I wondered
how it was that my older sister and brother didn't have gray
hairs yet). After a while the hairs that I had previously
pulled began to grow back, only this time the texture had
changed-they came back thick and wiry, which only made
them more noticeable, rising straight out of the top of my
head, two or three inches long. It became too much. I was
spending a good five minutes every morning raking and
weeding through my hair, and I found so many gray hairs
that my scalp began to ache. It was then I decided I'd rather
be gray than bald and took up running.
I run for thirty minutes every morning. I leave my singleparented son, Blake, behind a locked door, alone with "The
Flintstones" and the instructions not to answer the door
and to tell anyone who phones that his mom "can't come
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right now." I know it's somewhat irresponsible, but what
are my options? This way I have thirty minutes of peace and
quiet, all to myself. I've thought about wearing my walkman,
like some of the other joggers do, but I knew if I did I would
only listen to blank tapes anyway and decided I'd rather
hear the few solitary birds and the sound of the cars on the
distant freeway . The sounds themselves help to slow down
time.
It's become a ritual now, although I'm quite sure that
I've never experienced the "runner high." And if my hair
would stop graying, I could probably give the whole thing
up. I'd gladly take an extra thirty minutes in bed any
morning over running. But I'm going gray.
It's been almost six months since I began running. I've
gotten to know the other runners on Carterville Road quite
well. As we pass one another we smile and nod. We are
regulars . Every now and then a new one will show up, one
who knows nothing really of time yet, and so only runs
sporadically, purposelessly; I'll see him or her a couple of
times, and then never again. This sport takes dedication.
I now feel a part of the running community. There is a
connection between us, even though we've never spoken.
Being a part of the community, I decided to try the road
race. I can run three miles in thirty minutes. And theoreti·
cally, in a race you should be able to double the distance
that you've been consistently running. Theoretically, I
should be able to run ten kilometers.
It just so happened that the next weekend road race fell
upon my birthday-my twenty-ninth birthday. Fine, I
decided that's as good a way to turn twenty-nine as any,
so I registered at the local running shoe store. Dad was
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encouraging me m all of this, under what I'm sure he
thought was the name of physical fitness. So he made
arrangements to meet me at Kiwanis Park where the race
was to begin, to watch me run, and to watch my Blake so
that I could run. That's when I hit Dick.
I was driving east on University Parkway. On the north
side of the road is the stadium, and on the south side is a
big field for soccer and track. It so happened that on the
morning I turned twenty-nine, the Special Olympics was
having its competition too, so the entire area was congested.
A big van was in the lane on my left. The traffic was
stalling so we were stopped between intersections, and the
van was slightly ahead of me, blocking my view. That's when
a group of Special Olympics people jay-walked in front of
the car that was ahead of me. There must have been a dozen
of them or so. They were all adults and seemed to have
only one supervisor with them. After the mass of people
finished jay-walking, the car in front of me and the car to
my left pulled forward and moved on. But my vision was
still blocked to my left, and I didn't see the one straggler
until it was too late, and I hit him.
It's a strange thing to hit another human being. At that
one moment, all of time became distorted. It all happened
in less than three seconds, I'm quite sure, but then it
seemed as if time itself had stopped, and in perfect, clear
vision , I watched my car hit Dick. His body was running
in slow-motion, directly in alignment with my front left
bumper, and proved beyond doubt that it is impossible for
two masses to occupy the same space at the same time. So
his body moved-straight up in the air. With perfect
calmness and horror, I watched Dick's body rise slowly and
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gracefully upward. It all seemed to be happening on a slowmotion film. I thought, what shall I do between now and
the time he hits the ground? I could knit a sweater, or learn
French, or even write a novel. But there was one thing
I could not do-I couldn't help Dick. And it seemed at that
moment that there was nothing any of us could do, ever,
to change the way time unfolds circumstances. What could
I possibly have done to prevent myself from hitting Dick?
Say that I hadn't found those gray hairs, and so never
had to run. Say that John didn't stop loving me, or even
that he once did. Say that I had a lover with me last night
and so blew off the whole idea of getting up early and
running this damn race. Or say that twenty-nine years and
nine-months ago my father had felt it necessary to stay late
at the university and work a little longer on his dissertation, or that my parents had fought that night ...
But I hit Dick. His body twisted in a strange manner
when it finally stopped in the air and started to come down.
It curled in a half sommersault position and his face
turned and grinned at me, as if he too knew that this was
all inevitable. He landed on the hood, head first, and then
in an almost graceful manner he finished uncurling and
rolled, landing on his shoulder on the street curb. He
rolled out so that for an instant he lay flat on his back, and
then bounded up, gracefully, again, and tried to run toward
the group that had left him behind.
I stopped my car completely by this time, and was out
and running towards Dick. All the cars behind me had
stopped too, of course, and there were plenty of people
already gathering. Someone had grabbed Dick and forced
him to sit down. Another had jumped the fence which
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surrounded the track field and had gone for the paramedics
who would be stationed there for the Special Olympics. Dick
just sat still, as he was told. He didn 't cry or panic. He
seemed to have no consciousness of pain-no consciousness
of time. I've seen patients at the hospital dealing with pain.
With a consciousness of time, pain becomes unbearable.
They lie, moaning and complaining, because they know they
have to wait forty minutes before they can have another pain
shot. But Dick's reaction was more like that of an injured
animal's. Without a consciousness of time, one just takes
what comes, inevitably, with resignation, without complaint.
He neither complained nor gave up. He just sat still, to make
it hurt less, with his eyes opened wide, more afraid of the
crowd than of the blood running down his face.
Everyone was speculating as to how Dick was. When
anyone asked him he didn't answer. "His leg is broken,"
someone said. There was a laceration on his left leg. It ran
vertically starting halfway down the thigh. It was easy to see
because his pants were torn. But it was also easy to see that
the leg wasn't broken. There was neither disfiguring nor
discoloration,just a clean, straight, deep cut. His head was
bleeding profusely, but it was difficult to tell how badly he
was hurt. Dick's supervisor, who had run back to him the
moment I hit him, had his hand over Dick's head injury,
in an attempt, I suppose, to stop the bleeding. But a head
injury always bleeds a lot; you can't tell from the amount
of blood how bad it is. I remember wishing the supervisor
would put a cloth of some sort over the wound before he
put his hand on it.
Within moments the police and the paramedics were
there. The paramedics put a neck brace on Dick's neck and
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a splint on his leg. They were talking to his supervisor,
getting a personal history of some sort. It was only then that
I became aware of what I was doing, because a policeman
grabbed my arm and interrupted me. I had been stepping
from one foot to the other in a rhythmic motion, repeating
over and over again, "I'm sorry; I didn't mean to. I'm
sorry." The policeman guided me and my son to his car and
had us sit in the back. The officer started writing out his
report, filling out the information from my license, and
asking me questions like, "What speed were you going?"
and "When did you see Dick?" and "What time was it when
you hit Dick?" A man and his wife came up to the policeman
and offered themselves as witnesses. "There was nothing
she could have done to prevent herself from hitting him,"
they said. "It was inevitable." The officer got some information from them, handed me back my license, and said,
"Happy birthday."
So they put Dick in an ambulance and drove away. And
the officer told me that if they needed me for anything they
would get in touch with me. And everyone dispersed . .. as
if nothing had happened.
But I had hit Dick.
I got in the car and drove, carefully, slowly, to where
my race was. I parked the car, and Blake and I ran to Dad.
The runners were all in a line and someone was giving them
instructions. "Hurry," Dad yelled. "You can still make
it!" "But I hit someone," I said, and started to cry. "Go!
Go!" Dad answered. The gun went off, and on reflexI ran.
I hit Dick, I thought. I hit Dick. And nothing can ever
be the same. Who knows what hitting Dick will make of me
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in the future . Say that years from now I find myself as a
typist or a clerk in the Orient. And someone asks, "How
did you happen to come to the Orient?" Say that I have to
answer, truthfully, and so reply, "One day I hit Dick."
But I kept running. A woman jogged up next to me and
began a conversation (a thing no serious runner would do;
it's important to save your breath). "How many races is this
for you?" she asked. "My first," I replied. "Me too. And my
goal is to not come in last, so my husband can't laugh at
me." "My goal is to finish," I said. She ran on ahead.
It seemed like a long race. I tired very quickly. I hit
Dick, I thought, and moved my left foot. I hit Dick, I thought,
and moved my right foot. And so I went, three times around
the park, wondering all the way, what am I doing?-1 hit
Dick. I hit Dick ... and still I ran, up the north-facing slope,
across the asphalt, towards the west, down the grassy south
hill, east on the pavement and across the intersections,
around and around, left and right, spinning and spinning
on my own two feet, but propelled by everything and
everyone except myself. I hit Dick.
I finished the race. Afterwards the runners milled
around under the park pavilion. There were free oranges
and fudgesicles . And they gave out awards. I won first place
for my sex and age division. But what could that possibly
mean? I was the only one running, and I hit Dick.
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